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= 2 50 ow ſhould I FE TWO this 
75 2) Opera but to You, for whoſe 
ntereſt it was calculated, and 
at whoſe Requeſt it was com- 

pleated: Many joyous Hours have we 
ſhared during its Compoſition, chop- 
ping and changing, lopping, eking 
out, and coining of Words ,Syllables, and 
Jingle, to diſplay in Eng/i/þ the Beauty 
of Nonſenſe, ſo prevailing 1 in the 1zalian 
Operas. 

This Pleaſure has been ings tranſ- 
mitted to the gay, the good-natur'd, ard 
jocularPart of Mankind, who have taſted 
the Joke and enjoy d the Laugh; while 


the * the * 8 and Aſinine, 
2 have 8 


DEDICATION. 


a been fairly taken i in, ſo "Mt as 5 

be downright angry; 8 lay” tis low, 
very low; now (begging eir Worlſhips 

Pardon) I affirm it to be — very 

ſublime | 
OO Tris a Burk 72 Opera; F 

And Burleſque cannot be too low. £* 
Lowneſs (figuratively ſpeaking) is the 
Sublimity of Burleſque: If ſo, zhis Opera 
is, conſequently, the tip-top Su blime of 
its Kind. 

Your Muſick, on the other hand, is 
as grand and pompous as poſlible, by 
which Means the Conzraft is the ſtrong- 
er, and' has ſucceeded accordingly, | 

The following Prediction made by 
my Couſin Harry in the Year 1726, s 
now, I think, amply. verified in Your 
Favour : 


Call not my Lavi pe obſcure, becaufe 


unknown ; 
He ſhines in Secret now, 70 Nan 
aloe: 
E him: but up, let bim in » Publick 
blaze, 
H e will delight not only, but amaze. 
. Cargy's Poems in 47e. Pag. 115, 


We 


; — — —— — — ],, 


"wEY 


DEDICATION. Y 
We muſt both confeſs - our-ſelves 


_ obliged to the Performers, particu larly to 
Mr. Solvay and the two Mi Youngs, not 
_ forgetting Signor Laguerrini, and Myn- 
heer Reinhold, who have given Life and 


Spirit to our Compoſitions, and Plea- 


gular Senſe we ſtand indebted to Mr. 
Rich, who received our poor diſconſo- 


late Dragon with Pleaſure, after it had 


lain ſeveral Vears dormant in the Re- 
poſitory, and. under the Inſpection, of 
the moſt wiſe, moſt learned, and judici- 
ous, "Squire /bet val hin, Malte 
of Drury-Lane Play-houſe. _ 


lam, 
Your Affettionate Friend 5 
A Fellom- Student, 


Pallmall, Ji 3s 77 go 
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A Crit | TR © on. 


Old Ballad, call'd The Dragon of 
Wantley by the late Mr. Rowfillon. 


. HIS Ballad does not properly fall ondey 
= the Denomination of Hiſtorical, it hav- 
ing been ever look'd upon as a Criticiſm or 
Ridicule upon St. George, The Seven Cham- 
pions, Guy of Warwick, and everal other 
Songs of the like Nature, and is the ſame to 
Ballads of Chivalry, as Don Quixot is fo 
Boobs of that Kind : However, there are 
ſome People who will, by no means, allow 
this to be the Deſigu of the Poet, nor the 
Song to be a Piece of Criticiſm, but Fahr: 
- And to prove this, they tell you, That in Days 
of old, a certain Gentleman, a Member of 
the Law, and here repreſented by the Dragon, 
being left Guardian to three Orphans, and 
finding ſome little Flaw in their Titles, put 
in his Claim, depriv'd them of t.eir Eſtate, 
too Poſſeſſion of it himſelf; and turn them 
over to the Pariſh. Upon which another 
(here called Moore of Moore-hall) ro, up 
their Cauſe, ſued the unjuſt Guardian, caſt 
him, and recover'd the 2 ſtate for the Chil. 
Aren. I ſhall not pretend to decide any thing 
in a Diſpute of this Importance: the Hypo- 
theſes are both probable; but which may be 
the juſteſt, TI ſhall leave the Learned to de- 


termine. 


An 


Ab Salas" 


B AL L. X D 


Of a moſt Dreadful CoMBaT, fought between 
MooRE of Moore- hall, and the DRAGON of 
Wanly. | 


7 9 4 peaſant Tune F much in Roque 


| D WELD aden tell, how Hercules 
65 > A Dragon flew at Lerna, 
with ſeven Heads and fourteen N 
2 25 'To ſee and well diſcern-a: 
But he had a Clubthis Dragon to drub, 
Or he had ne'er don't, I warrant ye: 
But Moore of Moore-hall with „ at all, 
He flew the Dragon of M. antley. | 


This Dragon had two furious Wings, 
Each one upon each Shoulder; 
With a Sting in his Tail as long as 2 Flail, 
Which made him bolder and bolder. 
He had long Claws, and in his Jaws 
Four and forty Teeth of Iron, 
With a Hide as tough as any Buff, 
Which did him round environ. 


DEST 4 


SORT ROI 2 ed I * Fn. v . ry 


„ rn * . 299 RT: WT. 


In orkfbire,. near fair 88 


— — Ie 8.7 vr Ann — ——— 
* 
* 
[| 1 | 


Have you not heard of the Trojan Horſe, = 
With ſeventy Men in his Belly? _ 
This Dragon was not quite ſo big, 
But very near, T'll tell you: 
Devoured he poor Children three, 
That could not with him grapple; 3 


And at one ſup he eat them up, 


As one would eat an Apple. 


All ſorts of Cattle this Dragon did eat, 


Some ſay he eat up Trees, + | 
And that the Foreſt ſure he would ee I 
Devour by degrees: 6 

For Houſes and Churches, were to him Geeſe 
and Turkies; 15 

He eat all, and left none behidd;” | 
But ſome Stones, dear Jack, which he could 
nat crack, . 


Which on the Hills you II find. 


The Place I know it well, 
Some two or three Miles, or chereabouts, 
I vow I cannot tell; 
But there is a Hedge juſt on the Hill Ege, 
And Matthew's Houſe hard by'tz 
O there and then was this Dragon's Den, | 
You could not chuſe but 1 5 


Some ſay this Pan Was a 2 Witch; 5 
Some ſay he was a Devil, | 
For from his Noſe a Smoke aroſe, 


And with it burning Sniyel ; 
; Which 


64050 


| Which he caſt off, when he did ee 
Into a Well that ſtands by; 

Which made it look juſt like a Brook, 
Running with 8 Brandy. 


Hard by a furious Knight there dwelt, 
Of whom all Towns did ring; 
For he could wreſtle, play at © Qarter-ſtf, 

Kick, cuff, and huff, 5 
Call Son of a Whore, do any kind of thing: 
By the Tail and the Main, with his Hands twain, 
He ſwung a Horſe till he was dead; 
And what is ſtranger, he for very Anger, 
Eat him all up but his Head. 


Theſe Children, as I told, being eat ; 
Men, Women, Girls, and Eoys, oy 
Sighing and ſobbing, came to his Lodging, 
And made a hideous Noiſe : 
O fave us all, Moore of Moore-hall, 
Thou pecrleſs Knight of theſe Woods ; 
Do but ſlay this ngen who won't leave us 
a Rag on, | | 
Well give thee all our Goods, 


Tut, tut, quoth he, no Goods I want, 
But I want, I want in ſooth, 
A fair Maid of ſixteen, that's brisk, 
And ſmiles about the Month ; 
Hair black as a Sloe, and a Skin yehite e as Snow, 
With Bluſhes bes Checks adorning 
To 'noint me o'er Night, e er I go to fight, 


And to dreſs me in the Morning. 
B This, 


„ 


R CO RIPE oa a OST N er eee 
* — 4 
* 


(10 


This being done, he did engage 


To hew this Dragon down; 


But firſt he went new Armour to 


Beſpeak at Sheffield Town, 


With Spikes all about, not within but without, 


Of Steel ſo ſharp and ſtrong, 


Foth behind and before, Arms Legsand a all o eh 


Some five or ſix Inches long. 


Had you ſeen him in this Dreſs, 


How fierce he look d and how big. 
You would have thought him for to be 
Some Egyptian Porcupig: 
He frighted all, Cats, Dogs, and all, 
Fach Cow, each Horſe, and each Hog; 
For fear they did flee, for they took him to be 
Some ſtrange out-landiſh W 


To ſee the Fight all People then 
Got upon Trees and Houſes, 
On Churches ſome, and Chimnies too; 3 
But they put on their Trowſes, 


Not to ſpoil their Hoſe. As ſoon as he aroſe, 


To make him ſtrong and mighty, 
He drank by the tale ſix Pots of Ale, 
And a Quart of Aqua Vitæ. 


It is not Strength that always wins, 
For Wit does Strength excel; 

Which made our cunning Champion 
| Creep down into a Well; 


Where : 


I Li 


EY 11 ) 

Where he did think this Dragon would drink, 
And ſo he did in truth; 

And as he ftoop'd ow; he roſe 9 and cry'd 


Boh! 
And hit him on the Mouth. 


Oh , quoth the Dragon, Pox take you, come out, 
Thou that diſturb'ſt me in my Drink: 
With that he turn'd, and ſh—t at him; \ 
Good lack, how he did ſtink! 5 
Beſhrew thy Soul, thy Body is foul, 
Thy Dung ſmells not like Balſam ; 
Thou Son of a Whore, thou ſtink'ſt i ſore, 
Sure thy Diet 1s unwholeſome. 


Our politick Knight, on the other fide, 
Crept out upon the Brink, 

And gave the Dragon ſuch a Douſe, 
He knew not what to think : 

By cock, quoth he, {ay you ſo ; do you ſee? | 
And then at him he let fly, 

With Hand, with Foot, and fo they went to't, 
And the Word it was, Hey, Boys, hey! 


Your Words; quoth the Dragon, I don't under- 
ſtand : 
Then to it they fell at all, 
Like two wild Boars ſo fierce, I may 
Compare great Things with ſmall, 


= 4 1 


LOR AE th; d hp 
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| Two Days and a Night with this Dragon did f 


Tho' their Strength it was great, their Skill it. 


And then let him fall: But Moore of Moores 


was * 
* De TT LEND e 
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fight 
Our . on the . 


Was neat, 


They never had one Wound. 


At length the hard Earth began to qua . 
The Dragon gave him ſuch a Knock, 
Which made him to reel, and ſtrait he thought 


To lift him as high as a Rock, 


Hall, 
Like a valiant Son of Mars, 
As he came like a Lout, ſo he turn'd him about, 


And hit him a kick on the Back-ſide. 


Oh ! quoth the Dragon, with a deep Sigh, 


And turn'd fix times together, 


Sobbing and tearing, curſing and ſwearing 


Out of his Throat of Leather ; 
Moore of Moore-hall, O thou Raſcal! 
Would J had ſeen thee never ; | 
With the thing at thy Foot thon haſt prickt my 
A—— lc-gut, 
And I'm quite undone for ever. 


Murder, Murder, the Dragon cry'd, 

Alack, alack, for Grief ; 

Had you but miſs d that Place, you could 
Have done me no Miſchief, 


Then 


en 


'Then his Head he ſhak'd, trembled and quakd, 


| Firſt on one Knee, then on Back tumbled he, 


I]) he Opinion of a Grave and Learned Peda- 


Mothers, Godfathers, &c. to buy this Book 
by way of New-years Gift, as they wouldan 


CS) 
And down he laid and cry'd; 


So groan'd, kick d, t. and died. 


— — N _ 
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gogue concerning the following OPERA. 


74 XACLUSIFVE of the Pleaſure this Opera 
has given the Adult, I have found it to 
be of in Tire Dye in alluring little Children 
to learn to read, when other Books haue been 
found ineſectual. For which Reaſon 1 
hereby exhort and adviſe all Fathers and 


2 yne Necklace for the Improvement of 
this Generation, and the Advantage of the 


Future. 
P. ANDERSON. 
Fin Jan. 1, : | 9 
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Dram AT Is PERRS o V. L 


The Dragon, l. RrzInneo rp. 


Moore of Moore-Eall, Mr. SALWAY. 


Gaffer Gubbins, Fa- 
ther to Margery, B. LAGU FRA *. 


Miſs ISABELLA voc. 


Margery, 


Mauxalinda, | Miſs EsTHE R YOUNG, | 


CHORUS of WW, and Suains. 


S C EN E that Part of Yorkſhire pear 


Rotheram. 


THE 


| DRAGON of ” ANTLET. 


* 


ACTI SCENE I 
A Rural Proſpe®. _ 
CHORUS. 
Þ LT, Neighbours, fly, 

The Dragon's * 


s ave your Lives and fy 3 
A Way 2 away 5 | 


For if you ftay, 
Sure as a Cun yon die. 
H. Ul 7 Se. c 


| [ The Dvidgin croſſes the Stage. 


_— 


(6) 
SCENE, A Hall. 


GUBBINS, Ma v XA LINDA, Crone | 


Gab. What etched Havock does this Dragon 
nee 

He ſticks at nothing for his Belly 8 Sake”: : 
Feeding but makes his Appetite the ſtronger, 
He'll eat us all, if he bides here much 
longer ! | 


— RE RI oe gn . d ¶ . ̃ el rn ont ap p ny” FD ba 1 ien — * 
.... . ̃ ͤ ͤ— Te en N - $5 4¹ 4 


OFT . 

. « Poor Children three, 

| | Deum , 

[| « That could not wich him grapple: 's 
in Aud at one ſup, © 

[ | He eat them up, 

5 & As one would cat an Apple. 
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Houſes and Churches, . 
To Him are Geeſe and Turkies. 


r w. ERE URIC: 
2 R 2 — r 


To them M a RGE Ry, | 
Marg. O Father! Father! as our noble *Squire 
Was ſate at Breakfaſt by his Parlour Fire, 


With Wife and Children, all in pleaſant 
Tattle, | 


The Table ſhook, the Cups 1 to rattle 3 ; 


A 


* 


Hy =, 
A diſtnal Noiſe was heard within the Hall, © 
ay they flew, the Dragon ſcar d them all: 
: He drank up all their Coffee at a Sup, 
And next devour d their Toaſt and Butter 


ä 
- "ATR 


But to hear the Children ack | 
When they'd loſt their Toaft and Butter, 
Aud to ſee my Lady moan, 

05 / *ftwould melt a Heart of Stone. 


1 Here the "Squire with Servants wrangling; 
« There the Maids and Miftreſs Jangling, 
& And the pretty hungry Dears LT 
« All together by the Ears, 
& Scrambling for a Barley - Cale: 


6s Oh : / 'twonld _ one's Heart to ake. 
| But to hear, &c. 


' Gub. This Dragon very modiſn, fure, and nice is: 
What ſhall we do in this diſaſt rous Criſis? 
Marg. A Thought, to quell him, comes into 


my Head; 
No way more proper than to kill him lead 


Cub. O Miracle of Wiſdom ! rare Suggeſtion ! 
But how, or who to do it, that's the Queſtion. | 


Cc Marg. 


—— * * by 
r ATTalery ec ies: 


2 


een nee 
2 roger ] 5¹˙w M . oY 1 
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Marg. Not far "WEN hence there lives a valiant | 


Knight, ; 
A Man of Proweſs great, 1 mickle Might : 


He has done Deeds St. George himſelf might 
| brag on; 


Maur. This very Man is he ſhall kill the Dragon. 
; AFR 


He's a Man ev'ry Inch, T aſſure you, 
Stout, wig'rous, active and tall; 
There's none can from Danger ſecure you, 
| Like brave gallant Moore of Moore-Hall. 
No Giant or Knight &er queld him, 

He fills all their Hearts with Alarme; 
No Virgin yet ever beheld him,, 
But wiſh'd herſelf claſÞ'd in his Arms. 
CHORUS 
Let's go to his Dwelling, 
With Telping and Telling ; 
And tell him a forrowful Ditty. 
« Who knows but the Knight, 
% With this Dragon may fight, 
* he ar but a Mor ſel of Pity. 
[Exeunt. 


* 
- 


SCENE 


0 


8 C E N E, alot ru. 
Symphony. 


MooRE and his Companione. 


Moore. Come, Friends, let 8 circulate the 
chearful Glaſs; 


Let each true Toper toaſt his favourite Lad 


Sound all your Inſtruments of Joy, and play: | 
Let's drink and ſing, and paſs the Time away. 


AIR. 


Zeno, Plato, Ariſtotle, 

All were Lovers of the Bottle; 

Poets, Painters and Muſicians, 

 Churchmen, Lawyers and Phyſicians, 

All admire a pretty Laſs, 

Al require a cheerful Glafs. 
Ewv'ry Pleaſure has its Seaſon, 
* and Drinking are no Treaſon. 

(Zeno, Oc. 


G 2 
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Enter GvBnnins, MAaxcrxy, Ma una 
LINDA, and others. 5 


© H O R U wr one 
O ſave Us & 2 1 . [Kneeling. 
Moore of Moore. Halli * 


Or el/e this curſed Dragon they riſe, | 
Will plunder our Houſes, 


W Roe, Dh * 
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I 1 
[1 Dur Daughters and Spouſes, 


And leave us 1 0 80 a LY on. 


[! | [They kneel again! O /ave, &. 
lf „ 5... 
5 


Marg, 115 ing. ] Gentle Knight ! all Knights e ex- 
ceeding. 


[I Pint of Proweſs, and good Breeding 
0 Let a Virgin. Tears inſpire thees © 


Let a Maiden's Bluſhes fire thee. 
& For my Father and my Mother, 


er us Sifters and my Brother, 
it « For my Friends that ſtand before thee, 


« Thus I ſue thee, thus implore thee ; 
« Thus I kiſs thy valiant Garment, 


138 Humbly hoping there's no Harm in t. 


Moore. (aſide) Her Looks ſhoot thro? my Soul, 


= - her Eyes ſtrike Fire; 


Tm all a Conflagration of Deſire. - | 


(To 


4 21 , 8 
(To ber) Fai air Maid, I n whateyer you e can 
7 

The Deed is done, when once you name the 
wan gg 

Marg. The Dragon, Sir! the Dragon ! 5 
Moore. Say no more, 

You foon ſhall ſee him weltring in his Gore. 
A Nn mighty Moore do but this Dra- 
gon kill, 

All has we ha ve is wholly at your Wilt. 
Moore: The only Bounty I require, is this, | 

That thou may ſt fire me with an ardent Kiſs; 
That thy ſoft Hands may noint me oyer 

=. 

And dreſs me in he Morning cer 1 Hop 

| oo: ABI 

Marg. If that's all you n. 

N Sanne 
My Feateſt, 

 Compleateſt, 

Aud Neateſt, 

Im proud of the Tat. 

« Of $2 Fake your fill, 

_ « Paſt meaſure, 
-— My Treaſure, 

3 Sole Spring of my Pleaſure, 

hes « ts 00G ex 508 will, | 
If that's all, &c. 
Mane, (overbearing A forward Lad y ! ! ſhe 


grows fond apace z % 


But 1 wal catch her in a proper Place. 
Moore. 


9 


5 Moore. Leave her wth 1 me; ; conclude the Dra- | 
gon dead : 


ll If I don't maul the Dog, rl loſe my Head. 
| I All go off but Moore and Margery, 
DUET TO * 


Moore. Let my Deareſt be near me; 
Marg, TI ever be near thee, 
Moore. To warm me, to cheer me ; 
Marg. To warm thee, to cheer thee. 
| Moore. To fire me, inſpire me; 
Marg. To fire thee, inſpire thee 
Both. With Kiſſes and Ale. 
[7 Moore. Tour Fears Tl abohſh ; 
; | Marg. This Dragon demoliſh. 
it Moore. Tl work him. © 
Marg. Ay, work him, 8 FER. 
Moore. 1˙ zerk him, 
Marg. Ay, jerk him 
Both, From Noſtril to Tail. 
| [Let My, & 
| MOORE Jeads off MARGERY; MAUXA- 
14 LINDA enters, and pulls him back by 
on the Sleeve. 
0 Manx. OVillain | Monſter! Devil! Baſely baſe ! 
| How can you dare to look me in the Face? 
ki Did you not Fear laſt C brifimaſe we ſhould a 
8 marry? ? 
| "2 Oh, 'tis enough to make a Maid miſcarry ! ! 
Wt | Witneſs 
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Witnef this Piece of Six-pence, certainToken 
Of my true Heart, and Your, falſe Promiſe 


broken. 
Moore. The Devil's in the Woman What' 8 
| the Matter? —- | 


Maux. Now you inſult me ; 5 Time was you 
cou d flatter. _ 6 


Moore. Upon my Soul, I domt know what you 
mean]. > 

Maux. Don't you know Margery: of Roth ram- . 
bis on 

Moore. Not „ upon my Honour: 


Maur. That's a Lie. 
What do you think Tve neither Ear or Eye? 
Villain! I will believe my Eyes and Ears 


She whom you kiſs d, and call d ten a thouſand 4 


Dears. 
(Sings mocking) Let my Deareſt be near me, KC. 
Moore. (aſide.) By Jove! I'm blown. Z—ds! 

boy came this abont'? 
However, I'm reſoly'd to ſtand it out. 

(To Maux.) I only out of Policy was civil; 
But, faith, I hate her as J hate the Devil. 
You're all 1 value, witneſs this cloſe Hug, 
I'm yours, and only yours 

„ | Maws. Ah coaxing Pug ! ! 

3 Moore. My pretty Manxy, Prithee don't be 

jealous. 1 : 

Manx, Dearme! you Men are ſuch bewirching 

Fellows ; 


You 


a — * 
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' You ſteal i into our | Hearts by fly Degrees, 
'Then make poor Girls belieye 18 what Ou: 
Pleaſe, | 
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Moore. By the hain, as brow ar Berry, 
By the Cyder and the Perry, ZN 
W 2 ſo oft has made us merry, 
With a Hy-down, Ho-down- erer, 
Mauxalinda's TI remain, 
True Blue will never ſlain. 
| ZB y the Beer, &c. © 
Manx. But do you really love me? | 
Moore. By this Kiſs, 
By Raptures paſt, and Hopes of future ang. 


DUE T T O. 


Pigs ſhall wot be 

So fond ar we, 

11 Me will our. coe nia Turtle Dove. 

2 — wel n | 
73 EY not, OY * 


1 * 


Ead of thy Firſt ACT: ? =P. 


2 W. SCENE 1. 


4 | Garden... "As 
Wiser, Pe; 0 
8 "A 1 R. | 
4 K. 2 my Stays will turf with 7 
ſobbing, 2 
40. my Heart e, eracl with. throb. 
bing. * 


N poor . are EE as « Rrrerk* "WP 

And I ban t a Grain of Spirits, _ 

O I wou'drit for any Money, _ 
This vile Beaſt ſpou d kill my Honey; 
« Better kiſs me, gentle Knight, bh 


l Than with Dragons fierce to fight." 
OR ure my Stays, Re. 


| To ber Moore. 
Moore. Wy Mage my Honey-ſuckle, i in the 


L enn 
N Marg. Put your Hand here, and feel my Heart 
N ow't thumps. 

Moore. Good lack a day hot 12225 a Fan 
* „ _—T 


T Tell me, my Dear! the Cauſe of this Vexaidon, 
| _ _M 


(20) 
on An ugly Dream, has put m me in a \ Fright; 
I dreamt the Dragon flew my gentle Knight : 
If ſuch a thing ſhould happen unto thee, 
O - miſerable, miſerable, Margery ! 
Moore. Don't fright thy ſelf with Dreams, 1 
Girl, neer*fear him, 
III work his Buff, if ever I come near him. 
Tve ſuch a Suit of ſpiked Armour bought, 
Bears, Lions, Dragons, it ſets all at nought: 
In which, when I'm ig, my - How 
ſhall fee, 
I'll ſcare the Dragon, not the Drigot me. 
But Time grows ſhort, I muſt a while away. 
Marg. Make haſte, my Dear! 
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N Moore. SP 8 Puck! 1 will not ſtay 
lt Do | _[Ex# F 
It Enter MaUxAiinma 7 MARGE v x 
144 4 
Fi 
[it Manx. So Madam have 1 ſound you out at 
it vou now „ ſhall. pay full dear fos all that" 
ö Mere you as fine as &er wore Silk or Sattin, E 
if I'd beat your Harlot s Brains out with my 
+ Patten, 7 5 


— 


| Before you ſhall delude a Man . mine. JA. 

Ang. Who in the N ame of Wonder mad 
him thine? . e 
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1 (129) PM 
t; | Manx; D'ye laugh, you ] Minx ! Pit make you 
cChghange your Note, nes 
Or dave your. grinning Grinders down your 


* 


en, 5 

ny 

bu ET TO. 
8 1 Inſulting Gip/e 2, 
_ Nu re ſurely tipſy, | 

. „ „ 
"gr „„ 4. 

7 7 our too much feeding, © | 

= All Rules exceeding, 
ad Har ſpoil d your N | 
ar.ll -- _ So, Trothp, go. 
ct Infulting, &c. 


Marg. Lauk! what a monſtrous Tail « our Cat 
4 has got? 

Maur. Nay, if you brave me, then you go 
t ]  - to pot. | 
Come, Bodkin, come! take Mauxalinda 8 Part, 


: And Tia her hated Riyal to the Heart. 
18 | [Goes to kill Margery, ſhe ſivoons. 


in Enter MOORE, takes away the Bodkin. 
m Moore. Why, what the n is the Woman ; 


95 doing! 
„ Lau. To put an End + to all your Workkip' 
nad Wooing. 


i D 1 Moore, 
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: "< 28 ) 1 
Moore. "Tis well I came, before the Whim 
... went further; => 
Had ] ftay'd longer here had ſure been 
Murder. 
This curſed Jade has Gen the Girl in Fits, 


How do'ſt, my Dent”: i 
[Margery Recontin 


Marg. 8 F W out of my Wits. 
Moore. But fear her not, for by her own Con- 
feſſion, 
I'll bind her over to the Quarter Seſion. 


AI R. 


Maux. 0 give me not up 70 the Ya: o 
I'd much rather beg upon Crutches ; 
Once in a Sollicitor's Paw, 
Du never get out of his C latches. 
Marg. Come, ccme, forgive her! 
Moore. „„ my Anger 1 
Maux. And ſo does mine, 
Moore. N then let's pul and F os 


Kiſs round 
. T R I 0. | 
Maps. 0 hom as. 25 aA v 1 5 
How deluding are you Men 


Oh bow' rave, to find a true Man, 


| Not 7 aff « as one in ten. 
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Moore. Oh how charming i is a N. oman, C 


Form d to captivate us Men; 
Tet ſo eager to ſubdue Man. 
For each one ſhe covets ten. 


Marg. Let's reward them as they treat us, 


Women prove ſincere as Men ; 
But if they deceive and cheat us, 
Let us een cheat them again. 


| Ones, Let Sreward them as they treat us &c. e. 


Enter GUBBIN 1 


Gub. Now, now, or never ſave us, valiant Moore ! 


The Dragon's coming, don't you hear him roar? 
Moore. Why let him roar his Heart out, tis 


„mer ⸗ , 
Stand clear, my F riends, this i 18 no Time to 
chatter. 


Gub. Here take-your Spear. 

Moore. I ſcorn Sword, Spear, or Dart; 
I'm arm'd compleatly in a valiant Heart, 
But firſt III drink, to make me ſtrong and | 

mighty, 
Six Quarts of Ale, and © one of Aqua Vitæ. 
| Fill, fill, fill a mighty Flagon, 
Then 0 u kill this MTs Dragon. 
| 2 


0 H OR U S. 
Fill, fll, fill the tighty Ms 
ill, bill, kill this args Dragon. 


. II. SCENE. SY 


Ar. ru ral Prof pee near the Dragon's F 
en. 


Enter Mo o i Armour, and MARGE Er. 


Moore. 


Ne Buſs, dear Hargery pod's then a- 
way. 
Marg. cannot go, my Tore 5 
Moore. e en muſt not 2 
Get up, ſweet Wench, get up! in yonder Tree, 
And there ſecutely you may hear and ſee. 
[ Margery gets up into the Tree. 
Come, Mr. Dragon, or by Jove Il fetch 
5 Fou 3 
rn trim your Raſcal's Jacket, if 1 catch you. 


AIR. 


Moore. Dragon 4 Dragon thut I dare be, 8 
| Soon to Atoms thus I'll tear thee ; 
Thus thy Inſolence ſubdue. 
But regarding where iny Dear i Zr, 
Then, alas I feel what Fear is, 
e Margery for ORs ns; us; 
ES SIA Dragon. / &c. 


Dragon 


mn 


{Ca>) 

3 . roars, TE 
More It is riot Strength that alk ways x wins; 
"ood Wit does Strength excel 
Confound the Raſcal, how. he g 
II On into this Well.“ 
8 Ae | 


4 Eetir Dragan, and gos o to the 
Mell, as to drink. 
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2 * naſty Dog has got into the Well 


Diſturbs 8 makes the Water ſmell. 
Moore wichen crier Poh. ! 


Ws OE A T Ro: ˙ imn EL 
| Dragon Obbo! Mr. Moore © 
Zou Son of a Whore, © 
Twi 5 T4 known your Tricks . 


[Moore gets out of the Well.tntounters N 
the Dragon, amd Kull bim by a kick 
on the Bac Kid * A. 2 | = 


© - Oh! oh! oh! 


The Devil take your LY C Dien | 
To hin MAR GER v, ina e >; 
Moe Oh, my Champion! how dye do? 
Moore. Oh, my Charmer how: are, you ? 


Marg. Very 1 thank you &:; 


Moore. e I'm ſo too. 
Lour Eyes were > livid, and your Checks were 
CC. 
But now you look as brigk as bottled Ale. Th 
Give me a Buſs. | | 


de. Ah, tent) if you N 


Moore, With 1 3 aſter theſe. 
| * 9 4. Ti 
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ON ME CA od or Ee 
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* * To A * 2 5 | 
ee Of Moore-Hall. ö 


Night. 112 68 1" fl 
25 My Deareſt i is made of fach e e . fr] 3 


I tbiul 2 ſhall never have Kh mg ia, 8 


Cub. Moft mighty Moore, what Wonders th ! 


1 


5 Deſtroy 4 the Dragon, and my Mar rg'ry won. 3 
'The Locks of this brave Kaight, ny my 1 4 


fair Daughter, Na | 
In Rorator 195 ſhall be ſung hereafter. | 
Begin ycur Songs of Joy; begin, begin, 
And rend the etkin with. NY Din, 


> 4, 44% CHORUS, 
: | Sing Ht 2 * and r wi z „ 
An Oratofia - 1,4) P $3.3 9 
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To Matgerenia- en 0. el 


: 507 Roth' ram Green. 


Beauty s bright 3 e 55 
en Ls ple IG 
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Z4! HOZZA! ! Hνeν 


Sing, e es I 
CHOR U $ of CH 0 RUS ES. 


&« 1 Il kiſs thee all Day, and. Zu bug thee 4. 
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